THIS EVENT
"I'm Sick of This Fair -- Amen!"

It's May the 1st! I'm here to say,
This church fair's got me in a disarray.
The advertisements will begin soon,
And I'm not falling for their tune.

For 10 years ago, I made a mistake,
Did the wrong thing, and cemented my mind's fate.
Trapped in that day, 24/7,
Now I hope every night I go to heaven.

I went on an inflated course,
Said the worst things; my mind freezed up and blanked.
When people say, "It could have been worse,"
I tell them I wouldn't eat for three days straight!

Ten years later, the pain still remains,
I wasted those years just to get past the pain.
But now I realize I never truly passed,
And in my mind, that day and hour shall forever last.

My relationships have nearly ended,
With family and friends, I've got issues,
No more do I have those I've befriended,
When they see me, they're upset and need tissues.

When the church fair advertisements begin to play,
I turn on "Rhythm Steps" by Herbie Kay.
No one wants to be around me,
But at least I have a friend in long-gone Herbie.

What has happened to my brain?
It repeats the same event, in sun or rain.
What I had for breakfast, I instantly forget.
And I can't hide it, that leaves me with regret.

In the land of Kansas, the church fathers say,
"Have fun and attend, or you shall repent and pay!"
I've spent the last ten years doing just that,
But I'll never catch up, that's a fact.

Ten years later, I'm now employed,
But I can't do a task without having a flashback,
I think of "Rhythm Steps" and Shirley Lloyd,
And everything falls apart, I feel like a hack.

I can't tie my shoes, I can only cook fried eggs,
Everything else goes in the microwave.
And how can I make it, if all I can do,
Is go back to that day and cry through and through?

My mind's been frozen ever since that day,
I find my solace in songs by Herbie Kay,
I'll end my relationships just to hear those tunes,
Just so I won't go back and look like a loon.

So to my family, I say, "I'm awfully sorry".
For causing us stress and endless quarries.
And if this can all be traced back to one thing,
It's to that church fair when a bad bell ringed.

I shouldn't feel this way, I shouldn't be scared,
But I never took the time to have changed it or cared.
No wonder you hear my monotonous chant:
“Oh, Mama; oh, Teacher; oh, Mister, I can’t.”

"Surely, you're taking this much too seriously."
I don't think I am. And don't call me "Shirley".
How would you react in my situation?
I'm sure you'd mind-blank and give up inspiration.

What have I done with my life? I've wasted my time,
Just so I could get over one little line.
Now that time has ended, I sacrificed my future,
Because of one little action I couldn't get over.

So farewell, church and your cultured fair sway,
Thanks to you, I gave up my future to hear Herbie Kay.
I'll never forgive you, I've laid down my pen:
Let me be clear: "I'm Sick of Your Fair -- AMEN!!"